BELISARIUS                                                   ACT n

MARCELLUS. That is the Emperor's nature.

UNIGATUS.                                                    Well for us

Had he a different!   I am sick at heart
At the world's treatment of my General.

MARCELLUS, The General himself must be.

UNIGATUS.                                                  Oh, he!

He's prodigal of virtues; where another
Is loyal, is trusty, he will pile a mountain
And light a blazing beacon of loyalty.
So when this messenger comes to the camp,
And Belisarius, just on his horse,
Ready to follow; every detail sure,
Of horse, of foot, of commissariat,
Communications (you're no soldier, sir,
And can't know what that means) he took the letter
And read it, and sat still a little while,
His teeth upon his lip, then : " Well," says he,
" It is the Emperor's order.   We return."

MARCELLUS. Better perhaps have disobeyed for once,
Torn up the letter, followed Zabergan,
Trusted that his success should win forgiveness.

UNIGATUS. Trusting in us more surely.   There! who knows,
My words will get me into harm.

MARCELLUS,                                           With me ?
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